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The Sun wandered across the sky 
And ran behind a cloud, 

A hare peeked out of the window, 
It was all dark to him. 


And the chittering thrashes 
Jumped across the fields, 

Cried to the cranes: 

“Sorrow! Sorrow! The Crocodile 
Swallowed the Sun up in the sky! 


Darkness has fallen. 

Don’t venture past the gates: 
Who’s out on the street — 
Goes astray and is lost.” 


The grey sparrow is crying: 

“Come out, the Sun, quick! 

It’s hardship for us without the Sun — 
Can’t see any grain out in the field!” 


Little hares 

Are crying on the lawn: 

Poor little ones have lost the way, 
They won’t find the road home. 


Only the bug-eyed crayfish 
Crawl across the ground 
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Mad wolves are howl 
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Early-early 

Two rams 
Knocked on the gates 
Tap-tap-tap and tap-tap-tap 


“Hey, you, animals, come out, 
Defeat the Crocodile, 

So that the greedy Crocodile 
Returns the Sun up to the sky!” 


But the furry ones are afraid: 
“Who are we to oppose such one! 
He’s both formidable and toothy, 
He won’t return the Sun to us!” 


And they all run to the Bear in his den: 
“Come out, you, Bear, to the aid, 

/ Enough suckling on your paw, you 
ss ; slacker, 

ata £ It’s time to go rescue the Sun!” 
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But the Bear doesn’t want to go to war: 
He’s wandering around the marshes, 
He’s crying and moaning, 

Calling to his bear-kids from the marsh: 


“Oh, where have you, my little ones, perished? 
To what fate you abandoned poor old me?” 


And the She-Bear is trawling through the marshes, 
Searching for the bearlings under the roots: 
“Where, oh where did you disappear? 

Did you fall into a ditch? 

Or did rabid dogs tear you apart in the darkness?” 


And she’s wandering across the forest all day long, 
But can’t find her little bearlings anywhere. 

Only the black owls from the thickets 

A staring at her unblinkingly. 


But then a She-Hare came out 
And so spoke to the Bear: 


“It’s a shame for you, old one, to cry — 
You are not a hare, but a bear. 

So go, brown one, 

And scratch and claw the Crocodile. 
Shred him to pieces, 

Tear the Sun out of his maw, 

And when it once again 

Shines up in the sky, 


Your big-footed little ones, 
Will come running to you by 
themselves: 

“Hello, grandpa, we are here!” 


And rose up 
The Bear, 
Roared up 
The Bear, 

And to the Big River 
Ran 
The Bear 
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And in the Big River 
The Crocodile 

Is lying 

And behind its teeth 
Not a fire is burning — 
The red Sun, 

The Stolen Sun. 
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The Bear came up quietly, 

And nudged him carefully: 

“T tell you, villain, 

Spit out the Sun and quick! 

Or [ll have to catch you, you know 
And break you in half — 

You'll learn, ignorant one, 

What it’s like to steal our Sun! 
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(What a thieving nature: 
Grabbed the Sun from the sky 
And with your belly full 
Stretched below a bush, 
Grunting sleepily to boot, 

As if a sow with tummy full.) 
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The whole world is perishing, 
While he has no care for it!” 


But he laughs back shamelessly, 
So that a tree is shaking: 

“If only I feel like it, 

I'll also swallow the Moon!” 
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And lost his patience 
The Bear, 
roared up 
The Bear, 
And upon the evil enemy 
Descended 
The Bear. 
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And he bent him, 
And he broke him: 
“Give back to us 
Our Sun!” 


The Crocodile got scared Y¥// 
Started screaming and wailin 
And from his maw, | 
From his toothy jaws 

The Sun fell out 

And to the sky rolled up! 


It rolled across the bushes 
Over the birch leaves. 


Greetings, Golden Sun! 
Greetings, Blue Sky! 
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a The little birds started chirping, 
4 Flying after the bugs. 
The little hares 
On the lawn 
Started rolling and jumping. 


And behold: the little bearlings 
As if cheery kittens, 
Right to their furry grandfather, 
® Are running up, big-footed ones: 
“2, é “Hello, grandpa, we are here!” 


Glad are the hares and squirrels 
Glad are the boys and girls 
They are hugging and kissing the 
_ brown one: ar 
/2 “Thank you, grandfather, for the Sun!’*3 
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